The event that provided the initial impetus for the writing of this poem, which eventually became 
one of my longest literary productions, was a dream that so remarkably vivid that I got up in the 
middle of the night and scribbled down the notes that would come to provide the composoiotional 
starting point. The poem is written entirely in iambic pentameter. 
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Above a vast expanse of twilight green — 

Above, above, above the muted fields, 

A thousand scarlet tendrils lace the sky, 

And deep, unyielding blue flows through my eyes — 


Below the fiery sky of dying day, 

I walk an ancient land I seem to know; 

I move my feet amongst the brooding shapes 

Of ruined halls and columns, arches, gates — 
Burned and mangled by the callous flames 

Of Time, of ages, of despair and hope — 

Of years, of spring and fall, of peace and war — 
Burned, so that only feeble semblance tells 

Of what these grave and wasted forms once were. 


And strangely, they arouse in me a call — 

Which can be nothing, I keep thinking, but 

The tremor of forgotten, distant days, 

Not quite forgotten or abandoned after all — 

But I am in a dream, that much is clear, 

And so, how can it be that I am here 

Awake and thinking, knowing I arrived 

Through sleep, through thought, through gateways of the mind? 


A helpless victim of absorbing spells 

Is what the dreamer all too often is; 

He is unconscious of his potent sleep — 

But I, I walk a dream, and know | lie 

Upon a bed, and yet, the dream seems true, 
As true as any place contained within 

The gripping dream we call the real world. 


* 


I tread a road which bore the brutal weight 
Of horses, wheels and marching leather shoes, 
But Time, it could not bear; and now remain 
But fractured slabs upon the living soil; 

They seem to verify an ancient truth — 
Although unwillingly and not with words — 
That only Life can bear the weight of Time, 
And that unliving things must always pass. 
And I would add that even things that live 
May be revealed as lifeless when they die. 


My thirst for deeper knowledge drives me on — 
I want to know the nature of the world 

That suddenly, I am surrounded by — 

I strive to better see its many parts; 

The silhouetted ruins and the fields, 

The distant mirror where the day still bleeds — 


But the twilight thickens as I move, 

And dark, foreboding alleys scream of death 
Unto my worried, straining blackened eyes — 

I long to find the kernel which would speak 
To that in me which lives a light-year from 
The surface that the rain-filled ponds reflect — 
“Probe deep, probe far!” my unknown father said, 
“Create by finding matter yet unseen!” 

I try to live the words; to give them life, 

And to obey this maxim from the past: 

“Let yearning be your lord, and you shall live; 
Reject the hollow offers of the safe, 

And of contentment and persuasive calm, 

And heed the deepest thirst, and not your fear, 
For safety and the well-trod, easy way 

Will bring you only pain and lasting loss.” 


* 


Is someone hearing every thought I think? 
Is someone seeing and responding to 

The streams of pictures in my inner space? 
And can there be an independent thought 
Within the thought that is this vivid dream? 


I wonder, for inside the gloom I see 

A luminous and otherworldly white, 
Where recently, I only could discern 
Unseen vibrations in a naked black. 


The answer seems to be affirmative, 

For intuition tells me that the white 
Appeared because | ask of the unknown 
An answer to the riddle of this dream. 


I halt my steps and stare, entranced, amazed; 
What shines so softly and with such allure? 


It could be moonlight beaming onto stone; 

It is that faint to sight, although it glows 

With hope and strange appeal within my mind, 
But no white moon has risen in the sky; 

The stars alone break up the dark above. 


I must draw nearer if I want to know, 

And though I fear the brooding shapes that guard 
The alley where the silver glow resides, 

I force the timid part of what is me 

To close its ranting mouth and let me go; 

I walk towards the white and quickly close, 

And now I see what form is bathed in light: 

A face of marble, finely, deftly carved; 

A humble man at rest, with eyelids closed; 

The countenance of tranquil thought — 

“How skilled the sculptor must have been,” I think — 
I stare in awe at stone with human form, 

And as I stare, I feel that more than peace emits 
From where I see that face of silken rock — 

He seems to live and think, and think of — me! 


Surprising words resound within my head — 
Are they my own, or do they come — from him? 
Have I gone mad, to be enthralled by stone? 


“T have been waiting for the longest time 
For you to find me here, inside your space, 
Inside the endless place you have within 
The violet flame that is your eldest self.” 


“Who are you, and why am I now here?” | ask, 
And look around, embarrassed by my act, 
Worried that I am in some weird game, 

Being tricked to do most silly deeds. 


But there is only dark, “I am alone,” 
I tell myself, although I feel observed 
By countless peering eyes behind my back; 


“T am alone with this perplexing stone.” 


And then, uncanny, silent words return, 

Engendered by a voice, I think, a voice 

Of such a kind as would be heard if speech 

Were stripped of words, and still were cogent speech; 
A wordless language; lingo of pure thought; 

Not thought forced into words and given shape 

By sounds — no, living, primal thought, 

The Word before a word was ever said. 


“T am the Guardian of High Ideas, 

The Sentinel of True and Lofty Thought — 

An archangel, were I to use a term 

The people at the plane you come from know — 
But remember — even splendid words 

Are merely symbols, and no symbols are 
Identical to what they symbolize — 

Which is not to say that symbols lie — 

They are like babes suckling their mother’s breast, 
But if you elevate a symbol to 

The state of golden truth within your mind 
Then you have fallen to the state of sin.” 


I feel a tingling in my straining eyes; 

The tears of fear and wonder wait therein, 
I draw my breath to fill my empty lungs — 
“Did that sculpted stone just speak to me?” 
“Or am I even madder than [| think?” 


“Indeed, I speak unto you, and | am 
As real and as living as a man — 

In fact, more so than any sentient form 
The lesser sun has ever shone upon.” 


Astounded and in awe, I hear these words 
Reverberate within my secret core; 

A part of me is fearful and would run, 
But the braver part wins out — I stay 

And hearken to the loud and silent voice, 
Which, if made of matter, surely would 
Appear as glistening marble to the eye. 


“Be not afraid, beloved soul, beloved son; 

For fear is only justified by fear — 

I brought you here to show you what I guard; 
To give you greater wisdom and a goal; 


The higher purpose every being craves, 
Even when it shuns the sacred truth, 
Or lives in cold denial of the clues 

To what the world of matter really is. 


Now look around with care, and you will find 
The blessed children I was set to watch, 

And you will know their hallowed names upon 
Your gazing at the forms your mind provides 
When meeting with their essence and their charm. 
And when a name arrives, then speak that name, 
And that which bears the name will speak to you. 


I have no further wishes to express, 

You may decide to leave, you may move on, 
No hope of ours is on a soul enforced, 

Your will is free to sow decisive deeds.” 


I listen keenly, and then marvel, for 

As soon as those judicious words are said, 
The peaceful face is gone, and so the glow, 
And all I see is something coarse and old, 
A dark and lichen-covered Grecian bust, 
Terribly croded by its age. 


I feel abandoned, and despair arrives 
As stinging tentacles inside my veins; 

I pray for courage to the Son of Light, 
And leave the alleyway and wander on, 
Gazing anxiously into the dark, 

Into a haze which seems to cover all, 
Worried that I suddenly will see 

The eyes of something awful and insane. 


* 


I speak the name of Christ a dozen times, 
I cannot not help it, for I tremble so, 

But then, out of the void, a light appears; 
A faint and muted light, but yes, a light — 
A beacon, shining through a sea of black, 
A luminous and otherworldly white, 
Calling for my presence and my voice. 


Looking towards it from afar, I think 
Of all the darkly clothed, uncanny shapes 
I will be forced to walk beneath and by, 


And dither, for my dread is live and fierce — 


Only when I call to mind the self 

I want to nourish and to one day be, 

And see my weaknesses for what they are, 
Does fortitude at last emerge and grow; 


I draw my breath, consider death, and state: 
“No fate can take away our honor, if — 

We do the duties which the violet flame 
Demands of us until this act is done; 

I will stay true unto the guard’s request, 
Although I think I may be maimed or killed 
Before I get to see the child I seek.” 


“But wait — this is a dream, I need not fear — 
If am wounded in a fatal way, 
I will still wake and rise when morning breaks 


Upon the world which holds my wooden home — 


Or will I? Could I die for real here? 
Could I perish everlastingly 
While being in a state of waking sleep?” 


“Surely,” I exclaim, “the better me 

Makes up a radiant and lasting flame; 

A fallen ember from the primal light, 

Cast out into confusion to endure 

The trials which give rise to novel growth — 
So even if my fleshly heart falls still, 

I shall yet live, and be as safe as ere 

I found a carnal dwelling and was born 
Upon an island in the azure sea.” 


Convinced of grace and immortality, 

I fix my mind upon the distant light, 

And lo! A moment later, I am there, 
Beholding yet another silken stone, 

Carved so as to conjure up ideals, 

And shining with an innate silver light; 

A gentle female face, composed and calm, 
The eyes not wide, the ample lips held tight — 


“Temperance? O blessed Temperance, 
Speak to me, explain your veiled intent — 
For I have come here from another world; 
I tremble with anxiety and joy 

While gazing at your noble, polished face. 


“Peace, my son — speak slower and with care, 
There is no need to utter many words, 
For I already know your every thought — 


Temperance — that is my holy name; 
Restraint is what the vulgar person says — 
I am the necessary basis for 

Discovering the Silence and your self, 

I am the bedrock on which one may build 
A dwelling for the blessed, promised child 
That is of virgin birth and high descent, 

I am the stone below the House of Christ, 
I am the firstborn of the virtues, for 


Ending all indulgence opens up 

The mind to quictude and probing thought; 
It is the caging of the greedy beast, 

The chaining of the black and bawling wolf, 
And quictude and contemplation is 

The start of searching for an answer to 

The ancient and enduring question: “Why?” 
And searching heralds the inception of 
Enlightenment, and from enlightenment 
Springs liberation and deliverance — 
Salvation — which begins eternal life, 

And endless being heralds clarity, 

And clarity angelic, godly state, 

And godliness the merger of the spark 

With the unending flame from whence it came. 


When you have comprehended this, then leave; 

I cannot tell you more at present — leave — 

And find my kin and do your best to grasp 

The magnitude of what they have to tell; 

You do already know how you should act; 

Speak their names, and they will speak to you; 
Have temperance, and you will know their names. 


* 


I leave the shining stone and face the dark; 
I walk into the thick, appalling night, 

I feel the brooding shapes above my head, 
The broken pillars and the giant paws, 

My torch is but a trembling light within, 
My goal a thing | do not think I know, 
And yet, I walk; I have no other choice. 


An hour passes, maybe two, or maybe three — 
I have no sense of time, I only feel 

A moment of unending change and flow, 

I know not where I am, or what I am, 

I drift towards a riddle yet unsolved, 

I sink towards my hidden, ghostly self, 


When suddenly, another beacon calls; 

It seems a flickering and distant star 

Because of what its beam of light must pass — 
“O lovely light, you are disturbed — by what? 
Which etheric bodies move before 

Your brightly burning, yearning, living flame? 
Are they merely apparitions in 

This mad and labyrinthine intellect, 

Or are there things in me which are not mine?” 


“You are indeed a slight and wistful sight, 
O star, o star, o tiny, distant star — 

But you are as wildly riveting 

As any quivering and scarlet sun.” 


This I speak, and then I swiftly race 

Through time and space and what there lies between, 
Through dark and light, in rapture and entrapped, 
Until I am before the naked source; 

A marble man, with marble folded hands — 

I hesitate, and then I say the word: 


“Faith? O blessed Faith! If that is you 

Then please reveal what plan you have for me, 

For all my mental faculties are naught 

When faced with what my twisted sleep has wrought; 
A nameless universe of eerie dreams — 

Which are my own, and yet not mine at all — 

But there is nothing I can say which is 

Not known by you since many years ago, 

Or so I now suppose — if you are Faith 

Then please, I beg, dispel my dread and speak.” 


“Have more confidence, my blessed son — 
Too easily does doubt impinge on you — 

It makes you weaker than you ought to be, 
It is excessive and enslaves your mind — 
Yes, my name is Faith, you were correct — 


I am the highest of the world’s beliefs, 
I am the gazing at the greater things; 
At incorporeal, transcendent planes, 
And not the petty and prosaic lanes — 


I cannot be empiric certainty, 
I am the surety within the heart — 


I am the wind which lifts the winged mind — 
I animate all finer works of art, 

All compositions that shall last and live 
Beyond the hours of a single age — 

But when distorted, I become a storm — 
Which falls upon the world, and tears apart 
Its life, more violently than any gale — 


Keep me in your heart, and I will be 


The rope to clasp when all the things thought safe 
Disintegrate and come to blackened dust — 


The brittle bridge on which you may attempt 
The crossing of the deep and cold abyss, 


For | am, and shall forever be 

The basis for all true expectancies, 

The one progenitor of real hope, 

The single key which fits the heavy lock 
Preventing man from letting in the sun. 


I make the spirit reach for higher planes — 
Without me, man is merely moving clay; 
A lump of soil devoid of greater goals, 
And also of a future past the certain end; 


Nothing down on Earth is more than dust, 
Temporarily solidified 
Into the shapes and bodies which you see; 


The floral window of the Notre Dame, 

The galaxy in which your planet swims, 

The countless people and their countless homes — 
All are as fleeting as the falling snow — 

No cathedral, no assembly deep in space 

Shall ever be a truly lasting thing. 


Hence, the life of Man would not exceed 
The level of a cold and crazy game 
If nothing more than matter filled the void — 


The present cosmic realm, and every star, 

Shall pass away and be forever gone; 

A firestorm shall vaporize the Earth, 

And blackness shall engulf the jeweled clouds — 


But that on which the faithful bravely gaze 
Shall never pass away, but ever live. 


Now you need to leave and seek elsewhere, 
You must not halt here long — pass by, my son — 
Pass ever by until you find your goal.” 


* 


A slightly less confused and fearful mind 
Sets off into the awful dark again, 

And once again, the journey seems to last 
For longer than this language can describe 
In comprehensible and cogent ways, 


But after moments of eternity, 

In which I seem to soar through sordid realms 
More hellishly abandoned and disturbed 
Than any I had seen or dreamed of ere, 

I spot another beacon far away — 

Its light illuminates the ripples in 

The fabric of the space through which I plow, 
And bright reflections scatter through the black, 
Momentarily enmeshing me 

In interplays of blinding light and dark — 

I seem to race through water, but 

There is no wet or cold resistant mass — 

I seem to fly, but have no beating wings. 


I anxiously approach the distant gem; 
Another statue of the finest stone; 

A child waiting for something fresh and new, 
Shining like the white of sanguine flames. 


“Correct me if I am deluded, but 
Something tells me that your name is Hope!” 
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“My weary friend! You have not been deceived — 
You see a child before you since to you 

A child is that which best embodies Hope — 

And Hope I am, and shall forever be — 

I am the loam in which the seed of Love 

May sprout and morph into a thriving tree 

With far-flung roots and ripened, mellow fruit — 


Without me, there can be no real love, 

And neither any rich and heartfelt joy, 

Only disillusioned motion, filled 

By want for fleshly, short-lived pleasure, or 

A short reprieve from nagging, painful thoughts. 


Let me ask you: How may Love arise 
If your conviction is that nothing lasts? 


Every person longs for lasting things, 
Even those who do not know they do, 


But if he thinks that I am but a lie; 

A pretty mist dispelled by reason’s light, 

His heart grows sour with the cold regret 

Which flows like acid from the tortured dreams 
Which he thinks never will see spring and bloom 
But his bitter, discontented state 

May still be hidden from his narrow self. 


Such deep regret, if left to swell unchecked 
Engenders poisoning of mind and soul 
And ultimately leads to vicious deeds — 
Which constitute the road to certain death; 
Extinction of the ember deep within; 

A sore and irrevocable demise. 


The irony in this is clear to those 

Who know within their hearts the sacred truth: 
Because the disenchanted has no Hope, 

He looses every hope he could have had. 

You may call it tragic, and exclaim: 

“How could the Great Designer make such schemes? 
I look on with pity, but I say 

It is the unavoidable reward 

Of he who ever fails to trust in God. 


Now | must ask you to leave and move on; 
What you need to keep in mind is this, 


My friend: There cannot be Love without Hope!” 


I heed the words I hear within my dream, 

I bid the boy goodbye and face the dark, 

I shiver as I sense the light grow faint 

And sink into the night behind my back, 

And once again I am alone, alone — 

But now my torch is brighter than before 

And high above, the dark is not a void 

But skies, brimming with stars, heaving with life — 
And I am less afraid of what might come. 


* 


Silence. Stillness. Drift. I soar in awe 

Through the wild maze of a deepening dream, 

My pulsing heart exploding quietly 

Through eons, through mindsets humming in space, 
My crazed self morphing through layers unseen, 
Mired in a gulf of raging sleep. 


** 


“O Love! If you are Love, then please do speak,” 
I call, as 1am gazing upward from 

The polished feet of something huge and white — 
A lady, draped in lustrous marble silk, 
Towering above my humbled ghost — 

Her lovely noble head so far from me 

That I can scarcely see it clearly, but 

I glimpse the outline of a mighty crown, 


And in her left, uplifted hand she holds 

A flaming heart, enlightening it all; 

The alabaster columns and the clouds 

Of amethystine velvet, pregnant with 

The embryos of thousand unborn stars — 

I kneel before these feet and ask again: 

“O Love! If you are Love, then please do speak, 
For I am from a place where Love is lost 

In misconceptions spread by haughty fools — 


Then suddenly, I hear a dazzling voice; 
Soft as the surface of a tranquil flame, 


Burning gently through a sordid veil: 


“Beloved guest, you spoke my name with ease; 


You did indeed pronounce my holy name — 
I am the force that goes beyond it all 

And reaches far into the blessed realms, 

I am exalted light, and precious stone, 


Which, in time, allows the making of 
Immortal gold from gray and burdened clay — 
The ones who have abandoned me for good 
Shall not be helped, no matter what they try, 
But all the ones who have me shall be saved 
Eventually, even if they sin — 

You know the Lumen Mundi did exclaim: 
‘Love the Lord your God with all your heart 
And all your soul, and all your mind, 

And love your every neighbor as yourself.’ 
Etch these words into the lasting you — 

I do not need to say another word 

For all the rest is also written down: 

‘Lo, I am forever with you, even till, 


The day when what you know must cease to be.’ 


For a while, | linger, gazing at her 

Immense and light-emitting sculpted robe, 
Which is scintillating in a strange 

And hissing fashion, as if the solid stone 

Is but a sheet of ice in springtime sun, 

Behind which flows a hundred living streams — 
But the flame that was her voice has gone — 


And so, I leave, but now I am aglow 

With everything that I have found and felt — 
And I muse that I have found far more 
Than that which has at present surfaced on 
The lake on which the blossom of my mind 
Is floating, breathing in the shifting winds — 


An echo of the voice | heard still says: 

“T am forever with you, even till —” 

Is he forever in me, waiting for 

The moment when this I and all my world 
Is buried, and a virgin soil is formed, 
From which his winged phoenix may arise? 


* 


I gaze upon my waking dream with Love 
For that which I now know is great and true 
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And lo, the dream begins to bend and change — 
The fabric of its structures bulge and stir, 

The darkness melts and only light remains — 
And a hundred yards before me, where 

A columned pathway ends, a giant vault, 
Extending far into the heaving skies, 

Is open to my sight and showing forth 

A triad of three bright and golden white 
Formations — persons — and yet not at all — 


A knight in armor — with a ready sword — 

The tip of which is resting at a point 

Above his wide, enchanting marble eyes — 
Courage is his name, and this he speaks: 

“Tf Love should fail, I would collapse and die!” 
And next to him, a stately woman says 

“And I would crumble, were it not for Love 
And Courage — she is Prudence, and she keeps 
Her right hand on her chest, above her heart, 
And in her left, she holds a polished plate 
Upon which rests a swan with outstretched neck, 
And in the stone itself, it seems, a star 

With seven slender points and seven rays 
Extends unto the rounded tablet edge. 


But on a podium behind the couple stands 
An old, but vital man, whose beard has grown 
To reach his naked feet, all marvelously carved 
In gleaming stone, finer than any I 

Have ever witnessed when awake on Earth, 
And in his firmly closed sinistral hand, 

A shaft belonging to a hammer sits, 

While the hammer head is gently kissed 

By full and softly wrinkled marble lips. 
Justice is his name — I hearken to 

His wordless, stirring voice, as he explains 
That he is utterly dependent on 

The blessed pair before him and on Love — 
If any of these three did fall, then so 

Would he — but they will never fall — for this 
Entrancing vision is the lofty realm 

Of high ideas, which may be left and lost 

By those who move within the mortal planes, 
But never dies — and so I wake, 

For a moment falling, I believe, 

Towards the stony floor beside my bed — 

I try to clasp a something, but cannot — 
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I fear the fall will break me, and resist — 
And then I rise abruptly from the sleep 
As if electric shocks just hit my chest, 
But I am sitting safely in my bed — 


Back in the world where high ideas once thrived, 
Back in the world that has abandoned them 

To gain a freedom of a ghastly kind — 

Back in the matrix of impudent thought, 

Back from the realm of which I ever dream, 
Back in the dream I would prefer to leave. 
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